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I IRithee, old dne hold of 11 
ring Tongue; 


FX 1 11 Tho' you are old and Tootbleſ, 
18 I am young: | 

. Fin not my Ears with Mel: * 

Breaſt with Cares, N 

But mind by Brandy-Bottle, and thy Pra. 

What, tha“ L' ve warm'd thee in my Nuptial FR 


And thaw'd thy frozen Limbs with joyful Heats, "| 
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Nuſt 1 not therefore to the Taverp flir, —_ 
But thus be teaz'd with ſo much Chum and Clite? 


'Forbear your Preaching, with your Cant have done; 
Sure Mother Wifey you take me {Br your Son 


y "Wie. 


 Tonly do what evry Woman ſhou's, 
Adviſe a wicked Husband for his Good, 


Do you not er ry Day bear, game, /apd dert? 
What will become of your poor Soul, d'ye thirk : 
Do voa not weg a Sttumpet young end leit. 
Ia dettet Dreſs than I preſume tv wear ? 
Treat the leud Slat? and Coach the Trull about; 


4 hd I, alas! am glad te walk on Foot? 


Am I not forc'd to go to Church alone, 
Negle&ed by my 'Spoule, as il I'd none? 
Win you, perhaps, the Holy Sabbath wiſts” 
In che vile Arms of ſome laſciviows Beaſt, 
Of my Dear, what can yourthlok will prove 


{The ſad Event of ſuch vblayiul . * ' 
Body and Soul muſt tor your: re pay 3 


And when you've ſquander'd your” Eſtate away, 
The gaudy Snakes you have ſo oft embrace d, 2 
Who help you to expend your Wealth ſo ſaſt, 
Will triumph o'er your {ad decay at laſt. 
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Qn reer de pleaſunt to an airy Spouſe, 


la which I gave my Bags into your Pewrz 
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Such Doctrine from a Prieſt, is well enough; 
But from a Wife, tis very nauſeous Stuff, | 
What Man would mird the moſt authemick Truth, 
Spoke by-a Magpy, or a Parrot's Mouth? 

Kind am'rous Lectures, from a Wite that's yourg, 
Delight the Ear, and well become her Tongue; 
But ſuch long Sermons, and Reproofs as theſe, 

From an old Hag, are a confounded Teaze z 


Such rev'rend Speeches, from a grifly Jade, 
Fitter for Witeheraft, than a Nuptial Bed, 


Too young tor barren Joys, and wrirkl'd Broms. 


Mife. 
Fool that IWA! O! eurſy the fata] Hour, 


What fawning Proteſtatiors could you make, _ 
And Vows, to keep what now each Hour you break} 
Did you nat ſwear, that I ſhould always knd 


* Yaur Words reſpe&ſul, and your A&iors kind ? 


But now, alas! your Flatt'ries have obtaiied 
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My Age deſpis'd, my Nuptial Hepes buffoor'd 1 | 
My Love but laugh'd at, and my Fortune ruin'd 
And, becauſe deſtitute of youthful Charms, 


- Hateful my Bed, and nauſeous are my Arms. 


N * | Hasband. 


Faith, Madam, it you'd know the real Truth, 
I can't join Lips with ſuch a toothle ſs Mouth; 
Which, like, Pazdora's Box, affords ſuch Fumes, . 
That ſmell of Death, and ſtink of rotten Gums. 

- I cannot kiſs, when you have done your Proy're, 
| And your Cheeks clammy with repenting Tears: 

Or can I hug, when I have heard your Groans, 
A wither'd Skinful of ſuch mouldy Bones. 
| Your Pains and Aches fright me ſrom your Arms, 
I can't be tempted where there are no Charms. 
Therefore, lince you would be ſo vain, to buy 
Su yougg'a. Spouſe, ben you were paſt the ſoy, 
My Sirs are chargeable on your ſweet Tooth, 
Which, in your Age, had fuch a Luſt to Youth: 
For who « car, in his Prime and Vigour Wed 
A wither'd Relict, .toothleſs and decay'd, 


And not, for Beauty's ſake; dcfil his Marriage Be- 
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wicked Mon! why would you then approve 
A Woman Tor your Wite, you could not Love 7 91 8 1 


If Age. that's deſtitute of Female Charms, f 
Be ſo obnoxious to our younger Arms, 
My Failings could not, from your Eyes, be hid. 
The Faults-you find, you in my Looks might red. 
Before your Flatt ries brought me to agree £ | 
To give you Title ta my Wealth and me. | 
Why then would you fo ill a Match purſue, 5 


To make me wretched, and yourſelf ſo too? 10 
If you ſoreſa w my fading Vears would prove Ml 
Io great an Antidote to Nuptial Love, Pr N 31 i | 
Why would: you put on Nature ſuch a Force, "i 
As to join Age for better and for worſe? _  - - Ml 
There tore, ſince. you, who knew me to be old. i 
With all my -Faulcs, would wed me tor my Geld. - * | | 
Tis harb*cous now to ſligbt me, and deſpiſe N 0 if 
| 


My Age, for my foreſeen Infirmities 1 1 
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Since I, ta make you happy, have reſign d 4 
My Wealth, you ought in Conſcience to be kind 8 
Aud rot to waſte that Riebes, which I eee, IF 
On common Aats, moſt — noughtz 
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For Be I gave you what you ſpend on them, 
| The Donor ought to ſhare in your Eſteem; 

-- Becauſe conſider, Wretch, that *tis my Gold 
Helps you to younger Fleſh, tho I am old. 


Hu band. 


vis true, your Age and Money are the cauſe 
That 1 ſo oft; tranſgreſs the /Martiage-Laws: 
For who can bury'd lie in wither'd Arm, 
That wants no Wealth to purchaſe youthful Charms? 
If you, with rey'rend Furrows on your Brows, 
Would hazard all, to wed a ſtrenuous *Spouſe, 
How can you think, that I ſhould be content, 
I, who am youth ful, and to Pleaſures bent, 
To waſte my Days, and fool away my Nights, 
With a dry Skeleton, paſt Love's Delights ? 
If trozen Age,-i'th'Winter of decay, 
On 2 young Mate would Aing her Wealth away; 
Pray bow can ſuch a Wife, with Juſtice, blame 
A ycutt ful Husband, when he does the ſame? , 
For if Love's Appetite will prove ſo ſtrong”. 
In aged Veins, who have enjoy d it long, 
Well may the Brisk and Youthſul run aſtra = 
vince old decrepid Letchers new the Way? 
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For lawleſs Freedoms they are prone to uſe. 
The Wicked their Evaſions never want; 

The Villain labours to be thought a Saint; 
And if detected, lily caftsthe Blame 

On others, that bimſclf may ſhun the Shame, 
Thoſe who the worlt of Villanies purſae, N 
Still plead Neceſſity for what they do 


And ev'ry common Proſtitute, pretends © i 
She Sins tor watit of Money, or of Friend 
When 'tis alone their Luſt, for want of Grace, 


That ſputs thetm fotirard to be lewd and boſe, | 
So yon would make my barren Age, the cauſe * 
Why ych offend; and break good Heaven's Ls; 
When your own' ſinful Appetites miſlead 
Your r g Heart to n 2g man Bed. 
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Prithee, old Woman, hold thy teazing Torguey, 
Thou'rt ancient, and forget that I am young. 
Would you remember, when with Beauty arm'd, 
How ev'ry Lover's Kiſs your Fancy warm'd 3 


How 


Men always frame a plauſible Excuſe x Im 
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= How'brisk and gay, how frolickſome you were, 
"When youthful, pleaſant, forward, kind, and fair; 
What ſubtil Arts you've us d to win a Spark; 
Ard how you've wiſh'd to meet him in the dark; 
How cloſe you kiſs'd; what Pleaſures. you. have ſtole 
And what ſtrange Things he did to.charm your Soul; 
How you prſt nibbl'd at the tempting Heck, 
In ſpite of all the care your Mother took ; 47 
How you thought this the ſweeteſt Man alive; 
Yet would next Day ſome new Intrigue eontrive; 
What Vows, with Reſeryations, you have made; 
How many you have lov'd; what Fools betray d: 
How oft you wrong'd your Husband in your youth; 
What Lies you teld, yet yow'd them to be Truth; 
What Stratagems you form'd ; what ſtrange Fatigues 
_*  Yourunthro', to-accompliſh your Intrigues z 
| What plauſible Excuſes you would coin, 
| To cheat the Fool, and manage your Deſigr. 
weuld you but recollect ſuch Things as theſe, 
And think on all your paſt Enorwities, 
Tou would rot then ſo great a Wonder make 
At all thoſe youthful Liberties I take; 
. But ſay, my Dear, Town it is no more, | | 
| Than I wy felf, when yourg, have done belore, 
Pg fi 7 LY THEN SEES I 
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What, do you think I, in my youth; mamma? x 


The wicked Muſe of others, as they uſe, 


AT Wiſe. | ta "oy 2 F 
$74% . 'F | 4 
O! wicked Man, to harbour fuch 2 Thought? 8 


O fie! my Dear, ſuch Cenſure only ſhews, - 


1 Husband. wo 


Prithee, I know you're made of Female Mold, 
Am'rous when young, and penitent when old 3- * 
Therefore I'll leave you to your Pray'rs and Tears, 
Fit Reereations for your rerd Vears. | | 
gut I from Tavern muſt wT avern ſtrole, | f 
where ſparling Wine revives my drooping Soul; i 


And Boon-Companions o'r the Bottle meet, x | 

To chear the Heart, and exerciſe their Wit. 1 | | 

Therefore, old Grannum, let us thus agree; i 

Il drink for you, and Lou ſhall pray for me. i 

1 

Moral REFLECTIONS on the [ 

foregoing Dialogue. . = 

| 74 HAN Touth of eitbes x, whilf rern f | | a 
with Love and ative Vigor, g 1 


Tho' brib' d, is able to gonſotm | | l 1 
To Ages and al ity Rig? | 
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Wealth cannot balance te Delights, 
of Bacchus and of Venus; } 91 
When Beauly charms, or Wine tg”: LR 
Our Vertue Bini within 4. 8 . 


Ola Mothers, with their Bug. bear Totes, 
May mate their Daughters tremble ;; ; 
Tet Natare, "when they're ripe, pre vaili, 7 

And then the Slats diſſemble. 


"A n modeſt Shews | 
f Stety and Vertae, 


Are but the equning. 7 2 they aſe... 
" (My am'roat Friend) fo tourt ver. 


Nor can the Tet eber, old and ay, | 
That weds a youthful Beauty, 2.6 

By Money, Padlock, Bolt, ory, 5 
N ber to ber Den. 


What crazy Hag confi W 
A young - Man ſachs Bubble, 2 
That be ſhould Beauty s ; Charms e, 
To gratify old 1 ble? 
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